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When the snow was melting in the sun, 
From his cave a little bear came, 

And he started out to explore the world 
By the side of his hungry dame. 


His mother said: “Mind your precious 
step; 
We shall look for some breakfast now. 
First we must find some fresh, green food; 
If you watch, I will show you how.” 


Where the steamy earth was bare, she 
nosed, 
In a corner of black, wet ground, 
And she sniffed about most knowingly 
Till some young, juicy roots were found. 


t 
| 
| 


| 


Of the roots they ate, of acorns too, 
Which they found not so hard to get, 
For the sun had made them dry and crisp 

By the logs that were dripping wet. 


All the land was good to little Oof, 

With supplies for the moment's need: 
With his mother he played happily, 

To her counsel he gave close heed. 


But the smaller logs that lay about 
Soon he found he could climb with ease. 
He thought: “I'm a big, brave bear my- 
self, 
And I now shall do as I please.” 
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So he waddled off in search of fun; 
In his heart he was very bold. 

Not far had he gone when down the slope. 
With a crash a great boulder rolled. 


Then he squealed in fright and hurried 
back 
To the place where his mother slept, 
And he shook as though the day were cold, ' 


As he close to her warm side crept. 


“Now remember, Oof,” his mother said, 
“When obeyed, these words are a charm: 

Don't go where you have no call to go, 
If you always would keep from harm.” 
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By a quiet pool of mountain stream, 
When his fishing luck first he tried, 

The young bear sat on a shelf of rock, 
And his mother sat by his side. 


When the playing fish he saw below 
He could hardly stay on his shelf; 

He thought: “Since my mother is so slow, 
I shall take the prize for myself.” 


With a sudden spring he started up, 
And his paw shot out like a flash. 

But he lost his balance; down he dropped 
In the pool with a snort and splash. 


igs 
WY ME 4 
a Uy! < 3 
\ 
| 
| | 
| 
| 


Dear me, dear me,” his mother said, 

As she drew him out on the land; 
“Never try to catch the watchful fish 

That keeps swimming beyond your 


hand.” 


In the summertime he ate and ate 
Of the blackberries, rich and sweet, 

That his forest garden offered him 
For a dainty and daily treat. 


And he quickly learned to track the bees 
To their stores in the broken rock; 
Boldly he entered their treasure house 


Without “How-de-do”™ or a knock. 
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He was glad to meet another cub 
In the long, smiling summer day, 

And the two at once became good friends 
In their mischievous tricks and play. 


But the summer passed; the autumn air 
Frosty chills to his small ears gave, 

So Oof deserted his mountain slopes 
For a sleep in his mountain cave. 


And while winter storms shout in the skies 
And the snow piles high at his door, 
Of the spring's warm days to come, Oof 
dreams, 
While he sleeps on his dark cave's floor. 
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THE ECHO 
(A retold tale) 
PAULINE WHITING APPLETON 


A small prince lived with his father, the king, in a beautiful 
palace. The boy had tutors and many attendants, but no playmates. 

His tutors taught him that some day he would be the king, and 
that therefore he must carry himself with much pride and dignity. But 
he always was longing for a little playmate. 

One day he went into the royal forest, which was full of grand 
old trees—trees that had seen many princes come and go; trees that 
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He went into the royal forest. 


just grew while reaching up to God. In his longing for companion- 
ship, the little prince stood among the trees, upon a velvety carpet of 
grass, and he shouted: 

“T am the prince.” 
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Back came the echoed words: “I am the prince.” 

Surprised and not understanding, the little prince called: “I am 
the son of the king.” 

And back came the reply: “I am the son of the king.” 

He shouted: “I am the only son of the king.” 

The answer came: “I am the only son of the king.” 

Then he shouted: “‘I shall be king.” 

And the voice replied: “I shall be king.” 

Crying with anger, the prince ran to his father and told him that 
there was another little boy in the forest, who said that he was the 
prince, the future king—all that the little prince claimed for himself. 

The wise, loving king said: “Little Son, do not be proud or 
arrogant; be loving, be kind. Call kindly to the little boy, and see 
what comes from gentle words.” 

So the next day the little prince went again into the forest. 

Standing on his grassy carpet, he cried: “‘Dear little boy.” 

And the answer came: “Dear little boy.” 

He called again: “I love you.” 

And the answer was: “I love you.” 

The prince said: “You may be king.” 

The answer was: “You may be king.” 

Then the prince said: “You are a king.” 

The reply came: “You are a king.” 

So the little prince ran joyfully to his father and said that the 
forest child was a loving child. 

His father replied: “‘All little boys who love enough are kings, 
and all little boys who give love, get love.” 
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“Ts this really the ocean, Mother?” asked Peter as he came 
out on the porch of the little summer cottage. 

“Yes, Peter, this is really the ocean, and we are going to stay 
here all summer. Won't that be nice?” 

“Oh, yes. And can I go swimming?” 

“No, indeed. The surf is much too heavy.” 

“But can’t I even go down on the beach and let the water 
splash up on my feet?” begged Peter. 

“Yes, but do be careful.” 

“T will,” promised Peter. And he picked up his shovel and 
pail and away he ran. 

“Now I b’lieve I'll begin to dig here,” he pondered. ‘“‘Per- 
haps I'll find an oyster. I wish I’d find a whole lot of oysters with 
pearls in them.” Peter dug for a while in silence. “Well, one 
thing’s certain, there’s no use to look here any longer. Here comes 
a breaker. Maybe it'll wash in an oyster, or a crab, or something.” 

“Oh, dear! oh, dear!”’ quavered a little voice close beside Peter. 
water! The water!” 

“Yes, isn’t there a lot?” said Peter, glad to talk to some one, 
although he could not see who it was. 

“T only wish I could see some,” moaned the little voice. “But 
here I am washed up on this horrid dry shore with no more bed than 
a jellyfish.” 

“T wish you'd tell me where you are and where to look for you,” 
said Peter. “It’s no fun talking to a mere voice.” 

“T’ve been told that my voice is extremely soft and beauti- 
ful. However, if you want to see me, which will indeed be a 
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treat, you will find me here at your—fins, I suppose you would call 
them, though I’ve never seen any like them before.” 

“Feet! I’m no fish,” exclaimed Peter. 

“You could be something a great deal worse than a fish. But 
let’s not quarrel. Look at me, instead. Then I’m sure you won't 
want to quarrel.” 

““Why, you're -an oyster! Where did you come from?” 

“If you really want to know, I'll tell you exactly who I am 
and how I came here,” said the oyster joyfully. 

“T didn’t think oysters could talk.” 

“But of course we can. Now be still, so I can talk. The 
first important question is: “Who am |?’” 

“You're an—” began Peter. 

“Don’t interrupt, boy. It’s extremely rude, and besides, you 
put me off. I am Ona Ostrea Virginiana, of the mollusk race. 
Clarissa Clam is a distant relative of mine. However, our family 
is far superior to hers. Oh, it is difficult to breathe on this hard sand, 
with no water running over me. But I must tell you my story, at 
all costs.” 

“How funny,” said Peter. “You can’t breathe if you don’t 
have water running over you, and we can’t breathe if we do.” 

“That’s one point of difference between boys and oysters. You 
don’t have pearls inside of you, either, do you? Well, we do— 
beautiful pearls they are, too.” 

“Oh, I know that oysters have pearls. Will you give me 
yours?” 

“I wouldn’t if I could, and I couldn’t if I would. Why 
not? Because, in the first place, I haven’t any, not being the pearly 
kind, and in the second place, I couldn’t get at it. How do you 
suppose I could get that pearl out of me when it’s already on the 
inside. It couldn’t be done. But to take up my story again: 

““There are other reasons why we must have water running over 
us. Now I do hope you don’t know what they are, for I shall so 
enjoy telling you.- 

““We oysters are very particular. We must be clean; otherwise 
we are quite unhappy. Now as every one knows, the only way 
to keep clean is to bathe. So we bathe constantly. Why, there’s 
never a moment that we aren’t in the bath.” 

“Goodness!” exclaimed Peter; “I’m glad I’m not an oyster.” 

“Tf you were, you'd be a great deal cleaner than you are now. 
But wait. When I tell you the other part of my story you will 
probably change your mind about not wanting to be an oyster. We 
eat all the time.” . 


“Why, you're an oyster! 
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Where did you come from?” 
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“O-o-oh! I wish—but how can you eat all the time when 
the water is running over you? I should think the food would get 
wet.” 

“We like it that way,” replied Ona Oyster. ‘“‘You see, our 
mouths are so small that we have to fan the particles of food into 
them as the water runs over us.” 

“How do you do that?” Peter’s eyes were round with astonish- 
ment. 

“T’ll tell you, but you must pay very close attention. Do you 
see this double ruffle along my side? Well, that is called my gill 
plates. Most people call it my beard. I’m sure I don’t know why, 
unless it is because each ruffle is covered with very fine hairs—so 
fine that they cannot be seen without a magnifying glass. These 
hairs move backward and forward three hundred times in one 
minute.” 

“*That’s a lot of times, isn’t it?” said Peter. 

“Tt certainly is,” agreed Ona Oyster. ‘““We may look slow, 
but we’re not.” 

“When will you hatch?” 

“Hatch?” One could see that Ona was very much shocked. 

““Why, yes, you know—the way chickens do.” 

“Oh, but we're not chickens.” Ona flounced her skirts dis- 
dainfully. “We oysters don’t have any shell at all at first. We 
swim about for a few days and then we get a shell. Then, if we 
are lucky, we find a nice bed of stones or clay covered with two or 
three inches of soft mud. But some of us are unable to find any such 
beds or even rocks to which we can fasten our shells. Oh, that is 
sad, because then we lose our lives.” 

““Why, what happens to you?” 

“Many things,” sighed Ona Oyster dolefully. “Perhaps some 
beastly sea animal will come along and swallow us, or we get 
smothered under a heavy growth of plant life, or a storm may hurl 
us out of our shells. Then there is always the chance of a tidal wave 
coming along and carrying us up on the shore as one did me this 
very day. 

“But now, boy, I think I’ve told you quite enough about myself, 
so if you will take me back to the edge of the water, perhaps in 
time I shall be able to find a rock to which I can fasten my shell.” 

“Oh, yes, I'll be glad to do that for you, Ona Oyster. I didn’t 
know oysters were so nice. Why, you're almost as smart as Emma 
Earthworm.” 

“I should hope so,” the oyster replied scornfully. “But 
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good-by. Oh, it is good to get back to the water. I feel better 
already.” 


Then she disappeared beneath the surface. 


HIAWATHA’S BROTHERS 


Of all beasts he learned the language, 
Learned their names and all their secrets, 
How the beavers built their lodges, 
Where the squirrels hid their acorns, 
How the reindeer ran so swiftly, 
Why the rabbit was so timid, 
Talked with them where’er he met them, 
Called them “‘Hiawatha’s Brothers.” 
. —Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. 
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BERNARD SEXTON 
Chapter 1] 


GETTING ACQUAINTED 


“So when Margot grew to be the size she is now, I decided 
to look for a village where she could spend a few years growing 
up, and learning to live with people of my stock, just as she had, 
until then, lived with people of her mother’s stock. 

“So, as I told your husband, ma’am, I wrote to more than 
twenty postmasters, and after I read their answers, I decided on 
this village.” 

George looked at Marya, and they both laughed softly at 
the idea of writing to postmasters. 

“You think it queer, maybe?” said the old guide, inquiringly. 

“No, sir,”” answered George. “Only it’s such an original idea. 
Now, I would never think of writing to a postmaster. I’ve been 
told that some of them were unreliable—I mean,” he added hastily, 
“not about the stamps, but about—politics and so forth.” 

“Well, sir, you see they couldn’t very well be unreliable with 
me. When they’d read my letter, and read about Margot and 
her needs, they just had to tell the truth. They had to tell the 
whole truth. They had to tell whether there were saloons in the 
village and nice neighbors—and all that.” 

“TI see. I'd ’a’ done the same if I’d been a postmaster,” an- 
swered George. 

“Only, of course, George would never be an unreliable post- 
master,” said Marya, earnestly. 
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“No, ma’am,” answered the old guide. “So when I heard 
of Valma, I picked it. The postmaster said it was in a valley 
facing to the west, with low wooded hills on three sides, and 
with a small river, and a lake, and forests. He said there were 
nice people here; that the village street was shaded with maples; 
that the storekeeper was polite; lastly he said that it was a truly 
American town because there were people from a dozen nations 
living here, in peace, with each other.” 
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Margot and her father were happy together. 


“That’s so!” cried George with enthusiasm. “There are 
Yankees and Russians, English, Irish and Scotch and French and 
Germans and Swedes here—and then some, and we all live at peace 
with each other. That’s what I call American!” 

As George said this, he struck one fist on another, and Marya 
nodded her head many times. 

Margot, while listening, had been eating her breakfast. Now 
she was looking at the cat and the dog. 

“You can play with ‘em, dearie,” said Marya, smiling. 
“You're excused.” 

Margot went over to the fire and put her hands on the dog’s 
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head. He was coal black and shaggy. He wagged his tail so 
violently as to raise a little swirl of ashes by the fire. 

“So here I am, and now the thing to do is to find some one 
to board with, until I build my house.” 

Marya looked at George, and he at her. 

“If you'd like to stay here,” he said, “you’re welcome. We 
have an extra room.” 


“Well, now, won’t that be putting you to a lot of trouble?” 
asked the old guide. 


Margot kept the house tidy. 


“Oh! not at all,” said Marya, eagerly. “In fact it would be 
good for us to have a little company. And I’m sure Margot would 
like the place.” 

“I like the place now,” said Margot, raising her large eyes 
to Marya. 

“Well,” said the old man, “‘since you say that, I’m very glad 
to stay with you, and now let’s talk about our board.” 

“Oh! you and George can settle that,” laughed Marya. “Now 
I’m going to show Margot to the room.” 


| 
| 
Te 
\ 
\ 


WEE WISDOM 19 


““‘Where did you sleep last night>’’ she asked the little girl, as 
the two men went out. 

“We camped out. We have two little tents. We've camped 
out for the last four months.” 

“And you've never in all that time slept in a regular bed! 
You poor little dear!” 

“T’d much rather have been in the tent, than in a regular bed. 
You see, I sleep on an air mattress that my father bought for me, 
and it’s the most comfortable thing that I ever slept on.” 

Marya took her by the hand. “Well, dear, here’s your room. 
You'll sleep in this, and your father will have the spare bed up- 
stairs.” 

While they were talking, George and the old guide came in. 
They, too, had settled things between them. 

That was how the old guide and his daughter came to live in 
Valma. 


(To be continued.) 
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LIDA R. HARDY TALKS 


GOD'S GIFT OF THE COW 
Lipa R. HARDY 


This is Tryphosa. She is a very intelligent animal. 

Because Tryphosa has a backbone, she is a vertebrate; because 
she feeds her young on milk created within her own body, she belongs 
to the class of animals called mammals. Instead of having toes on each 
foot, as the dog and the cat have, Tryphosa has on each foot a thick 
nail, called a hoof. For this reason she belongs to the order of Ungu- 
lata, which means hoof. 

Tryphosa chews her food a second time, and because she does 
this, she belongs to the class called Ruminantia. After she has been 
turned into her feeding lot, for a long time she slowly walks about, 
quietly cropping the tender grass and clover. All this time she is not 
eating the food at all, but is packing it away in a big bag inside her 
body. The bag holds fifteen gallons or more, and is called a paunch. 

When this bag is full, that which has been eaten passes into a 
second stomach, where it is formed into little cuds or balls; then while 
she rests under the shade of the big willow tree, these little balls come 
up into her mouth and are chewed again. After a thorough chewing 
the food passes to a third stomach and from there to a fourth. She is 
most curiously and wonderfully made. © 

Within her there are two glands, one on each side of the body, 
which are called the “mammary glands.” These glands divide into 
lobes, each having a separate opening. Each lobe has a tube which 
opens into a nipple or teat, from which milk may be drawn. 

Milk is one of the most perfect foods in the world. The secret 
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of making it has never been learned by man. Men have found out 
what it is made of, but have never been able to make it. 

Running or frightening a cow poisons her milk. Since we know 
this, we always should remember that a cow is an animal which must 
be treated very carefully. 

Mayo, Tryphosa’s good protector, is watchful to see that no 
dogs chase her and that no thoughtless children tease her. 

In the morning after she has been milked, she herself opens the 
gate that leads into the feeding lot. In the evening, when it is time to 
go home, she opens the gate again, and in a serious, businesslike way 
walks quietly along the street, and turns into the alley. She never 
loiters by the wayside, and never even stops to say, “How-do,”’ but 
goes on until she reaches her own milking shed, by the side of the 
big brown barn. Tryphosa is very fond of play, and Mayo often 
takes the time for a good romp with her, which he follows by a brisk 
and thorough brushing down. Tryphosa never fails to express her 
appreciation by gently rubbing her face against her master’s sleeve and 
ending the fun with a cordial hoof-shake and as hearty a good-by as 
a cow could possibly moo. 

Once Mr. Angell found a cow in distress, and after he had helped 
her out of her trouble, she thanked him by lapping his coat sleeve with 
her tongue. When he reached home he told his family that during his 
absence he had shown a lady a kindness and that she had rewarded 
him with a kiss. Mr. Angell says: “All animals are made happy or 
miserable by the way in which you talk to them.”” Tryphosa is always 


Trvyphosa is always sweet-iempered and amiable. 
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sweet-tempered and amiable. This is due to the fact that her master, 
in speaking to her, uses only words of gentleness and kindness. 

In Switzerland there are some of the finest cows in the world. 
The Swiss pay a higher salary to a milkmaid who speaks pleasantly 
and sings sweetly to the cows than to one who does not. 

The Wisconsin dairymen have hung this motto in the hall where 
they hold their meetings: “Always speak to your cow as you would to 
a lady.” 


WHICH WOULD YOU BE? 


IpA M. THoMAs 


Would you be now, if you could, 
A gray squirrel in a wood? 
Frisky little fellow, he, 

As he hops from tree to tree, 
Seeking nuts to hoard away 

For his use some winter day. 

His may be a life of joy— 

Still, I’d rather be a boy. 
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THE BROOK 


Betty Cossy (1 lyears) 
Terrace Park, Ohio 


I wind and wind around the world; 
I sing a happy song; 

I wind around the mountain sides, 
Until I’m almost gone. 

I wind around about the trees, 

And float the sticks along. 

I think I’m quite a busy brook, 
While singing my happy song. 


MAY'S HEALING 


SHEILA DIGGLE (9 years) 
New York, N. Y. 


The doctor ordered quiet and sleep for May, but she was rest- 
less and it seemed that she could not go to sleep. 

May held a copy of Wee Wisdom in her hands, and she looked 
at the boy on the cover of the magazine through sleepy eyes. He 
seemed to be moving. Then she heard a little voice say: “Do you 
want to be well >” 

May was surprised. “Are you really talking to me, little boy >” 
she asked the boy on the cover of the magazine. 

“Yes,” said the little boy. 

“T did not know you could talk,” May said in astonishment. 

“My name is Wee Wisdom,” continued the little boy. “‘I have 
come to tell you how to be well.” 

“Tell me how I may be well,” May requested. “I want 
very much to go out again and play among the flowers.” 

“You will be well soon,” said the little boy, as he picked up 
Wee Wisdom and turned to The Prayer of Faith, “if you say this 
prayer and believe it.” 
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“T will do anything you tell me to do if I may be well,” 
promised May. 

Then the little boy faded away, and May realized that she had 
been dozing. She lay for a long time thinking of her dream, then she 
read The Prayer of Faith slowly, dwelling lovingly on each word 
until she fell asleep. 

When May awoke she felt rested and quiet. She jumped out 
of bed and into her clothing and went out to play among the flowers. 


WEE WISDOM 


GRACE THOMPKINS (14 years) 
San Francisco, Calif. 


Wee Wisdom, I will surely bet, 

You're the best thing a child could get. 
Although this is the first copy of you I’ve had, 
I know your coming will make me glad. 

I have no brothers or sisters dear, 

But I’m never lonely when you are here. 

I open your pages to poem and prose; 

The enjoyment I get nobody knows. 


LOVE NEVER FAILETH 


MINERVA MarsH years) 
Atascadero, Calif. 


Iris was a poor girl. She had many girl friends; one of these 
friends was not liked by other girls. ‘This girl’s name was Jane 
Barnes. 

Jane was fond of Iris. One night, Jane asked Iris to spend 
the night with her. Iris did. When the girls were preparing for bed, 
Jane heard a mumbling, and asked: “Iris, what are you mumbling 
about 

Presently Iris answered: “I was saying my prayers; have you 
said yours?” 

“T don’t know any,” replied Jane. 

“But you must ask God to help you. I will teach you a 
prayer,” said Iris. 

en the prayer was said, Jane asked: ““Why is it, Iris, that 
you are so well liked by every one?” 

“Because,” said Iris, “I love every one.” 

“*Then, I’m going to love every one, too,” said Jane. 

She did. And now she is well liked by all the girls. For 


“love never faileth.” 
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THE TRAVELER 


Dorotny J. GIBBENS (13 years) 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


Onward, ever onward, through the mist of the valley below, 
Sometimes in the moonlight, as it dances on the snow, 
Sometimes by the wayside, where the flowers welcome me, 
As I trudge on my lonely way westwardly. 


Resting by some sparkling brook, 
Resting in some shady nook, 
Drinking from a cooling well 
In some cozy forest dell. 


_ Caught in many summer showers, 
That are so welcome to the flowers, 
Sleeping under autumn trees, 


Covered by their rainbow leaves. 


SCHOOL DAYS 


JANE SCHUSTER (11 years) 
Cleveland, Ohio 


Vacation is over, again school will start, 

With country and woods we'll all have to part— 
The barn, and the fields, the river, and all, 

The big haystacks, and even Old Saul! 


Granny gives us jam, we all ask for more, 
Then we slide down the old cellar door, 
And go swinging on the grapevine swing, 
And sing all the tunes we know how to sing. 


Now we must get our books in a pile 

And forget the country for a while, 

But all go back with a happy heart, 

Though vacation is over, and again school will start. 
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ROYAL, Secretary 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no 
evil. Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirements for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secre- 
tary of the Booster Club, Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in by 
the twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so 
many Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

hen you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 


Dear Unity—lI received a copy of Wee Wisdom. I think it is very nice. 
I thank you ever so much for it. I especially like Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks. 
All the stories teach me some lesson. They teach me to be unselfish. I am 
going to save my money and get Wee Wisdom every month.—Bertha. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy you very much. I like best ““The Garden, 
the Gate, and the Key,” and Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks. You are very nice 
to me; you tell me how to do right and how to serve the Lord. I am trying 
to prove every day of my life that I want to be a child of God. I thank you 
all as I have thanked Jesus Christ for being so good to me.—Clara Penn. 

Dear Wees—We live only 120 feet from the ocean. We have been 
watching some great black clouds come nearer and nearer, and now it is raining 
in sheets, and hailing too. The thunder is simply deafening and the lightning 
is beautiful. It is the first real storm we have had down here, and of course, 
very exciting. The streets are several inches under the water. All our window- 
panes are broken, and our cat is cuddling up to me as close, as close as he can 
get. Oh, this is lovely !—Mary Barrett. 

Dear Secretary—I like everything in Wee Wisdom very much, but es- 
pecially the Booster Club and Busy Sunbeams.—Wendy Hugon. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—A report from the Booster club of St. Louis is as 
follows: We have about 80 members, from 5 years of age to 18 years of age. 
Our club is still young, but if we continue the progress we have made this past 
year we shall soon be a very large club. Perhaps it will be necessary to order 
more pins soon; | hope it will. Our Boosters send their love to all the other 
Boosters.—Erna Esslinger. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like all your stories. You help me in many ways. 
—Véirginia Otto. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending $1, which I saved in my bank for 
Wee Wisdom. I pray that I may be faithful and true in serving the Lord. 
—wWillie M. Arnett. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I always look forward with pleasure to your coming. 
I enjoy every bit of you, and I have been greatly helped by reading you. 
love all your stories. I especially liked ‘““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” 
and I enjoy the Bible lessons—Herman Blackman. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My mother is sick and I hope you will continue 
praying for her. I am improving in arithmetic. Here is a verse I should like 
you to put into Wee Wisdom. 

‘Now I wake and see the light, 
And God will keep me true and right. 
—Henrietta Ferguson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou contain many interesting stories and poems; | 
love them all. I hope that Peter Pan will be back soon.—Lucile V. Jones. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am glad to have my Booster pin. I love your 
stories and poems; Mother reads them to me.—Wélhelmina Sims. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—It is a great privilege to take you. I have learned 
so much by reading you.u—Maggie London. 

Dear Boosters—I take Wee Wisdom and enjoy it. I take God with me 
everywhere.—Georgiana B. Adams. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I made a bag like the one described in Busy Sun- 
beams in the March Wee Wisdom. I enjoy reading Wee Wisdom. I 
especially like Busy Sunbeams and Home Tots.—Myrtle Lehman. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much, for you are teaching me the 
way to kindness, love, and trust in God.—Elizabeth Talbert. 


WEES WHO ASK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 


Eugenie Boardman: health; Ellen D. Wuthrich: harmony; Henrietta Fer- 
guson: health for mother; Constance Nixdorff: harmony; Ray Lyon, Albert 
Lyon: to keep from biting finger nails. 


WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 
The Rosebud Class, Winchester, Wyo.; Louise E. Markthaler, 319 Rail- 
way ave., Elizabeth, N. J.; Helen Barkmer, Southern Pines, N. C.; Peggy 
Maddox, 240 S. Audubon road, Indianapolis, Ind.; Helen Stine, Burns, Kan. ; 
Isabelle de Rochemont, Exeter, N. H.; Elizabeth Curran, Oakwood Heights, 
Menominee, Wis. 


NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 
Gene Gatewood Sutton; Elizabeth Alexander; Marjorie Jordan; Eleanor 
Wolfe; Peggy Maddox; Roma Carroll; Roma Gross; Constance Nixdorff; 
Roy Lyon; Albert Lyon; Martha E. Wing; Anna Gillette; Marie Robinson; 
Dorothy Bouchard; Mayde McGinty. 
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ABOUT BIRTHDAYS 
Dear Wees: 


I have a letter from a wee girl living in Alberta, Canada. 
She has a birthday book, and asks me to tell her how she can 
enter my name in that book. 

I should like to tell her and all the Wees a _ many 
things about birthdays, but I can give you only a few of those 
things in one letter. 

We always have lived. When a Wee says, “I am ten 
years old,”’ he means that ten years ago he came into his home 
as a baby. What he calls his birthday is the anniversary of 
the day on which he came into his home as a baby. 

But that Wee has been alive, always. 

Men who know about our bodies say that our bodies 
change all the time, so that we have a new body each year. 
But here is something yet more important about life and birth- 
days and bodies: We really are born in the day in which we 
say: “God is my life.” After that, whenever we say, “God 
is my life,” we have a “birthday.” 

I do not remember when I first said: “God is my life.” 
But it was a day of such shining brightness that I still have its 
light. Since then I have said so many times, “God is my life,” 
that I have had perhaps a thousand birthdays. This keeps the 
light shining, so that there is no night, and that makes me still 
to be in the day in which I was born. While I write this, I 
am saying, “God is my life,”’ and I am sure that you will un- 
derstand that I am not yet a day old, because the light of my 
first birthday has never turned into the darkness of night. 

To be one day old is to be at a very happy age, especially 
when you know why you are in your first birthday. The sun 
sends long, cool shadows to the west; the birds sing in the 
glossy young leaves of tall trees; the dew twinkles on the tender 
grass, and the flowers bloom everywhere. 

I am thinking that perhaps a great number of you will 
now say with me, “God is my life,”’ so that we may together 


have this day for our birthday. 


With love, 
THE Epiror. 


FRANCES DURST, 


AUTUMN RAIN 
f.0.S. 


- The autumn rain falls on the pane; 
We hear it drip and patter; 
But snug and warm from chill and storm, 
Why should the weather matter? 


We bounce our ball, we laugh and call, 
In merriest of playing; 
About the place we romp and race 


As though we were amaying. 
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STUDENTS 
IMELDA OCTAVIA SHANKLIN. 


MIND—SUPERCONSCIOUS 


When we speak of using the superconscious mind we mean that 
we are using the one mind in a way that brings us very close to 
God. By using the superconscious mind we worship God, pray 
to him, think his thoughts, and so closely listen to him that we under- 
stand what he is saying to us. Understanding what God says to us is 
sometimes called revelation. 

The superconscious mind is the spiritual mind. Through the 
revelations of the superconscious mind the Bible was written, and 
through the revelations of the superconscious mind the Bible is under- 
stood. 

By the perfect connection which we make with God through 
the superconscious mind, healing is done. 

In the superconscious mind we always are well, always are at 
peace, always are wise, because the superconscious mind is the king- 
dom of God, and in it we find and express the righteousness of God. 

When we see that some one is not manifesting health, we have 
an opportunity to use the superconscious mind. When we see any 
one manifesting any form of error, we should say to him in our 
thoughts: ““God’s mind in you is perfect, and you now manifest the 
perfection of God’s mind.” Whenever we speak God’s word of 
harmony we are using the superconscious mind in our thinking. 

The superconscious mind is the mind of Truth. It always sees 
God’s perfectness within, no matter what the appearance may be. 
When we say that God’s loveliness is at the heart of the rose, we 
speak the truth. It is not difficult to see God’s loveliness in a thing 
that is so lovely to our eyes as a rose. But God’s loveliness is at the 
heart of all things, and when we look into the heart of a stinging 
nettle blossom and see God, we are using mind the way that God 
uses it; we are using the superconscious. mind. 

To learn how to use the superconscious mind in our daily lives 
will be the subject of our next lesson, the lesson on the conscious mind. 

This thought will help us to prepare for that lesson: 


The mind of God in me sees only good. 
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TS 


BUSY SUNBEAMS 
FRANCES W. FouLKs 


As the days begin to grow shorter and the evenings longer, there 
will not be much playtime outdoors after dinner, so the Busy Sun- 
beams will have more time around the family table. After the lessons 
are finished, you will have a fine chance to start some needlework for 
gifts. When the days are full of so many things, it takes a long time 
to get ready for Christmas giving, doesn’t it? 

This piece of needlework that we are 
meee to make is one that will delight dear Mother, 
; t or Grandmother, or big Sister, or Auntie, if 
m she is a housekeeper. It will be a joy to 
them every time they use it, because of your 
good work, and also because it is so pretty 
and useful. 

You have seen Mother put her pretty 
F aT centerpieces and doilies in the buffet drawer. 
Perhaps, when she went to get one to use, 
she found that you, or some one else, had 
put something on top of them and that they were mussed and wrinkled. 
This gift that we are going to make is a roll and cover, to keep all the 
pretty tablepieces clean and smooth. Now do you not see what a 
delight a gift of this kind will be to the one to whom you give it? 

A very suitable material to use is Indianhead or linen. As 


Diagram 1 
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there is to be a crocheted rose in the corner, let us get pink or rose 
colored material, twenty-five inches wide and twenty-eight inches long, 
and a ball of crochet cotton, size 30, to match it. Then the ribbon 
to tie it with may be a pale blue, any width you desire, and from a 
yard to a yard and a half long. Also we need a skein of the six-strand 
embroidery cotton of the same color, and a broomstick. Get Daddy 
or Brother to cut off for you 
u t a piece of broomstick twen- 
ty-four and a half inches 
long. See that it is very 
clean before you use it. 
We shall make the 
crocheted corners first, start- 
ing with fifty-three ch, on 
which we shall make six- 
teen sp. The next row is 
eight sp, three bl, three sp, 
one bl, one sp. If you have 
followed the directions in 
other crochet lessons, it 
will be easy for you to work 
‘ by diagram 1. When you 
( Di have finished, without 
% — breaking your cotton, turn, 
around the points and to the 
upper left hand corner of 
the diagram. Make an edge like this: Put the hook under the sp, take 
up cotton and draw it through the loop on the hook and ch 1. Make 
three of these stitches under each single sp, and six of them under each 
corner sp. Make two of these crocheted designs, and then baste the 
hems in the material. On two sides and one end baste a half inch hem, 
turning under neatly. On the other end baste a hem so that our broom- 
stick will fit in it very closely. 
Now baste the crocheted pieces in the corners of the other end. 
Look at diagram 2 and you will see how to place them. Baste them 
evenly and closely, on the outside chains. These corners are to be 


appliqued in with three threads of the embroidery cotton, which is just . 


to cover the outside row of chains, with the under-and-over stitches, 
we might call them, made very, very close together. Then you can 
cut the material away underneath. 

Next fasten the hems all around with the running stitch (a little 
stitch underneath and a longer one on top), using the whole strand 
of embroidery cotton, or a heavy cotton to match the ribbon. After 
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pressing on the wrong side, tack the ribbon in place, as in diagram 2. 
Now place the stick in its new home. Do you think it will feel strange, 
being so still? But do you not think that if it could talk to you it 
would tell you that it is glad to be of service anywhere? 

Do you believe that there are any Wees who read such a blessed 
magazine as our Wee Wisdom, who are not glad to be of service at 
any time, anywhere? The Master took a towel and washed the dis- 


Diagram 3 


ciples’ feet. So-we will serve wherever we can, and be Busy Sun- 
beams and joyful workers, and make some one glad each day. And 
now you can roll up this finished gift, tie the ribbon around the roll in 
a pretty bow, like diagram 3, and have it all ready to use when the 
happy time comes to give. Bless you every one, in your home, in 
your school, and in your play, and may you truly be a sunbeam to 
your whole world every day. 


A LITTLE GIRL’S DISCOVERY 
PEARLE MARTIN 


A kind little girl heard a “Peep, peep, peep;” 
“A small lost chick,” thought she; 
So she ran in haste to rescue it, 
But no chick could she see. 


Again ‘“‘Peep, peep,” from the willow tree, 
This time was plainly heard, 

And there on a drooping limb she spied 
A pretty mocking bird. 


A) ZY 
% 
fi 
| 


34 WEE WISDOM 


LEsson 3, OcToBER 21, 1923. 


ISRAEL IN THE MIDST OF THE NATIONS.—Josh. 1:1-4; 
Isa. 2:2-4; 19:23-25; Ezek. 5:5. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Look unto me, and be ye saved, all the ends of the 
earth.—Isa. 45:22. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

All of our lessons during this quarter are about missionary work 
which God’s children can do for him. This lesson, about Israel in the 
midst of the nations, should mean a great deal to all of us, because the 
people of Israel stand for our own spiritual thoughts. 

We know, of course, that our true thoughts about God keep us well 
and happy and bring us all good. But we are not to use our good 
thoughts for ourselves alone; we are to send them out to others so that 
all of God’s children may learn of his goodness. 

We might think of our bodies, our homes, our schools, our play- 
grounds, as nations. God wants all these nations to know about him 
so that our bodies may be healthy and strong, that our homes may be 
happy, that we may be wise in school, and that there may be great 
joy in our play. So God in his great kindness has set in the midst of 
these nations a host of good thoughts. He has planted these thoughts 
deeply in our minds and he expects us to let them grow great and strong 
and to send them out into everything around us. 

Out of our thoughts the word of God shall go forth in every word 
that we speak and in every act that we do. 

When each one of us remembers all the time that our thoughts 
should send out only the good, the things around us become like our 
thoughts. Then we do not quarrel with people and they do not want 
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to quarrel with us, and our lives become filled with peace and health 
and happiness. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What are the children of Israel in us? 
What should our thoughts about God do for us? For others? 
What does the lesson teach us about the “nations” around us? 
What happens when all the nations know God? 
LEssoON THOUGHT—My thoughts about God make me good and 
lift all things around me into peace and joy. 
MEMORY VERSE 
I’ll walk among the nations 
And safely hold God’s hand, 


That he may lead me onward 


To find the Promised Land. 


Lesson 4, OcTOBER 28, 1923. 


SOME MISSIONARY TEACHINGS OF THE PROPHETS.— 
Isaiah 60:1-3; Jonah 4:10, 11; Micah 4:1-3; Zephaniah 3:9. 


GoLpEN TExT—WNations shall come to thy light, and kings to the 
brightness of thy rising.—Isa. 60:3. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

God wants his children to preach and to live his word. When all 
people do this, the kingdom of heaven will be present on the earth. God 
puts into the hearts of his prophets the vision to see the earth as it will be 
when peace lives in the hearts of all his children. 

Each one of us is a prophet and each of us has much to do toward 
bringing peace into the world, because peace depends on the thoughts that 
people hold. Each one must watch his own thoughts. When our thoughts 
shall hold God “‘on the top of the mountains,” which means above every- 
thing else, we shall be doing the real missionary work which God expects us 
to do, and then all people will come into the light of knowing God. 

When we let God change our wrong thoughts into thoughts which 
will build up our bodies and our lives, it is like turning swords, which do 
evil, into plows, which are used for good. 

The Father expects us to forgive and to love all his children, even 
though they may seem to be doing wrong. Jonah had warned the people 
of Nineveh that God would destroy the city if they did not obey him. God 
does not destroy, but God knew that the evil lives which the people of 
Nineveh lived would bring to them only sorrow and pain. Because God 
knew this, he was willing to forgive their evil ways and to help them to save 
themselves from sorrow. 
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When our thoughts become pure and sweet, then God gives us a pure 
language, or a pure way of speaking. When all of his children shall speak 
in pure words, the whole world will be clean and beautiful, for our world 
is like the thoughts that we hold within. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
Upon what does peace in the world depend? 
How can we do the missionary work which God expects of us? 
What does turning swords into plowshares mean in our lives? 
What does God give us when we make our thoughts pure and sweet? 


LEssoN THOUGHT—_/ shall keep my thoughis clean so that I can 
speak of God’s pure kingdom. 


MEMORY VERSE 


I too would be a prophet 
Like those great men of old, 
Until my Lord’s glad message 
To all the earth is told. 


Lesson 5, NOVEMBER 4, 1923. 


WORLD-WIDE PROHIBITION—WORLD’S TEMPERANCE 
SUNDAY .—Psalms 101:1-8; Prov. 23:29-35. 


GoLDEN TEXT—/ will set no base thing before mine eyes.—Psalms 
101 :3. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


As we look upon things with our human eyes, they often look so beauti- 
ful that they make us want them, even though they are not good for us. 
That is why the lesson says: “‘Look not thou upon the wine when it is red, 
When it sparkleth in the cup.” 

There are other things than drink that do us harm and which attract 
us because they look so good. We often eat too much cake or other sweet 
foods, or we may overload the stomach by eating between meals. We 
know that these things harm the body, yet we continue to do them because 
we enjoy the taste. 

God has given each of his children a wisdom which should be used 
to guard us against that which appears to be good and yet is harmful to us, 
and we should use that wisdom in our everyday acts to keep us from being 
intemperate. 

Our bodies are the temples of God. He has given each of us a beauti- 
ful white soul, and he expects us to keep a clean place in which the soul may 
live. The evil of intemperance is not so much in the fact that we use strong 
drink, that we eat harmful things, or that we give way to anger, or that we 
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are untruthful. The greatest sin in doing these things is in being willing that 
these wonderful bodies of ours should be injured or be permitted to become 
unclean. 

Our thoughts are the keepers of our bodies, and as Jesus drove the evil 
men from the temple, we should drive evil thoughts from our body temples. 
In order to have clean bodies we must be temperate in our thoughts, keep 
them fixed upon the things of God, and in this way keep our minds clean 
and pure. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What has God given us to help us to be temperate ? 
What are our bodies? 
What is the greatest sin in intemperance? 
What must we do to keep our bodies clean ? 


Lesson THOUGHT—!/ will keep my body and my mind clean and 
pure as God made. them. 


MEMORY VERSE 
I'll keep my body holy, 
From every evil free; 
A pure and shining temple, 
That God may dwell in me. 


LEssON 6, NOVEMBER 11, 1923. 


SOME MISSIONARY TEACHINGS OF THE PSALMS.—Psalms 
67:1-7. 


GoLDEN TExT—Let the peoples praise thee, O God; 
Let all the peoples praise thee—Psalms 67:3. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

Some pupils may wonder why this lesson, which is made up of songs 
of praise, is called missionary teaching. A missionary is one who is sent 
to carry the word of God to others. Each one of us is put upon the earth 
with a great purpose; that purpose is to show forth the things of God to 
all whom we meet. We show forth health and gladness and prosperity and 
purity and freedom and many other beautiful qualities, and they all are 
parts of God shining through us. 

If these qualities are great in us, we will show them greatly; the surest 
way to make them grow and become great is by praising them. That is 
why praising God makes us better missionaries for God. 

Every day we are receiving many good things from our kind and 
loving Father. The food that we eat, the clothing that we wear, the visits 
with friends, the joy and peace and comforts that are ours—all express the 
One who gives them. When we praise God for the things which we get 
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every day, we soon begin to feel that it really is God who sends them, and 
in that way we give them a chance to come to us freely and in greater 
numbers. 

Praise is the greatest power for making things become greater or more 
useful. Flowers grow better when they are praised. Machinery runs more 
smoothly if it is praised; clothing keeps a good appearance and wears 
longer if it is praised; people are more loyal and give greater service when 
they are praised; our strength and harmony and wisdom become greater as 
we praise them. 

When our thoughts are fixed on praise, we do not condemn or find 
fault, and therefore we show forth a clearer picture of God, whom it is 
our real mission to praise. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
In what way are we missionaries > 
Name three ways in which we show forth the things of God. 
What does praise do? . 
What is our real mission in life? 


Lesson THOUGHT—J/ praise God and thank him for every good 
that comes into my life. 


MEMORY VERSE 


By praise to him from whom they come, 
I make my many blessings grow; 
I lift my voice in joyful song: 
“Praise God from whom all blessings flow.” 


Our Father in heaven, we 


4 ne 
" \, a thank thee for giving us all 


that we need. 
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il CORNER, 


PUMPKIN TIME 


Every one at Friendly Maples is interested just now in the 
pumpkins, which are ripening in the cornfield. On many of these 
fall mornings the whole family troops out before breakfast to see 
how the pumpkins have grown. Even the dog—and sometimes 
Kitty, when her family is safely asleep—joins the parade. 

Some of the big yellow fellows are so large that it will require 
two of us to lift them into the wheelbarrow when it is time to put 
them into the barn. It is not only because our mouths are watering 
for pumpkin pies that we are interested. Although the thought of 
them is pleasant, there are many other fine things that one can make 
with pumpkins. When we gather them we select those best suited for 
the carving of faces and put them into the loft. Then just before 
Halloween we climb into the loft, armed with knives, and have a 
carving party. This is not as dangerous as it sounds, for all the 
carving is done on the pumpkins, except when a novice carves his 
finger. However, there is little of that, since we all are growing 
quite expert. We are quite artistic, also, and I am sure that you 
would agree with me if you could see the finished jack-o’-lanterns. 

When every one has done his best we set the results up on 
boxes and darken the barn loft. Then we put lighted candles in 
each pumpkin, and the effect is weird indeed. From the corner 
near the old trunk, a Chinese gentleman, with a mysterious light in 
his almond eyes, quietly surveys the scene; a clown with a crooked 
smile leers from the broken armchair; a cross-eyed, snaggle-toothed 
pirate guards the opening where the ladder rests. Our spirits are 
revived by the sight of a jolly, round-faced, laughing jack-o’-lantern 
that sits on the windowsill above the rest, as a king upon his throne. 
We vote this the best effort of all, because it radiates cheer. When 
we have enjoyed the jack-o™-lanterns enough, we blow out the 
candles, and leave the jack-o’-lanterns in darkness until Halloween. 

On Halloween we shall put them about the yard, placing the 
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two best on the posts of the gate that opens into the lane. To 
passers-by on the big road, the pumpkin faces will flicker a jolly 
greeting. If any brave person, attracted by our weird display, should 
wander down the lane, he might be rewarded with a wedge of 
something made from the stuffing that came out of some of the 
pumpkin heads. The growing of pumpkins surely is worth while. 


THE HAPPY DAY 
ELISABETH DIMICK 


One—two—what can I do? 
Three—four—stop slamming the door, 
Five—six—many things fix, 
Seven—eight—walk very straight, 
Nine—ten—act kindly—then— 
Eleven—twelve—for happy thoughts delve. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


(Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
saying this prayer for them.) 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am trve, 
Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 


| 

| | | 

| | 

| | 

| 

| | 

| 

| | | 

| | 

| 

| 


WEE WISDOM 41 


Me Fre BARED BREAD 


—— —— (REARRANGED ) 
ZTCH 119 ty TAR US MD 
SPL APE | 


-R BEG A CAB 


ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN SEPTEMBER WEE WISDOM 


Zoo End Cob 
Man Hat Pan 
Sat Ice Odd 
Two Use Rat 
Bet Add Vow 
Jog Dog New 
Lea Gem Fat 
Wee You Kid 
Oxen Quit 


There are five rabbits in the picture. 
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BRIGHT BOON 


Every day Boon goes over to the 
stone bridge and digs and barks. A 
woodchuck has a house in the wall, and 
Daddy says that Boon is interested. 

It is muddy there, and Boon gets his 
little white feet soiled. 

When he comes back and wants to 
come into the house, Mother points to 
his feet, shakes her head, and says: 

‘*Such feet, for a pretty, white little 
dog.”’ 

Then Boon goes out on the grass and 
cleans his feet until the mud is all gone. 

Then we let him come in. 


When our neighbor’s pigs come into 
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our fields, Daddy or Mother or Buddy 
will say to Boon: 

‘*There are red pigs in the cornfield.’ 

Daddy’s pigs are black-and-white. 
Boon knows that the red pigs live on 
the next farm, so he goes out and takes 
them home. 

He takes each pig by the ear and 
leads it home across the meadow. 


Daddy says that Boon is a very 
bright little dog. 
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Autumn is a little fairy 
That comes romping oer the land, 
Splashing, dashing bits of color 
From the paintpot in her hand. | 


Here she drops a bit of crimson, 
There a yellow splash she flings, 

With a streak of russet blending, 
As she gaily laughs and sings. 


Then she sends the birds awinging 
To new homes on distant shore; 

Whispers to the fading flowers 
Some weird tales of fairy lore. 
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And she strips in hurried passion, 
Every leaf from bush and tree; 

Joins the north wind in a chorus, 
Sweeping down o'er land and sea. 


Now with magic wand aflinging 
Gray-blue haze before the sun, 

As she whispers chilly warnings 
Of a fairy that’s to come. 
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A LITTLE BANK FOR YOU, TOO! 


The boys and girls who have been saving their coins in the 
Prosperity Bank, and practicing the little drill that comes with 
the bank. write to us very much as this boy has written: 


“Please send me another bank, as I wish to save more money so 

that I may send in ww Wisdom subscriptions for some of my little 
; friends when they return 

from their vacations. I 
think you have made a 
4 lot of children happy by 
arranging it so that we 
young folks may save our 
money in our own banks. 

“‘When mother used 
to say. the prosperity 
thought as she placed the 
coins in her bank, I liked 
the idea so much that I 
asked for a bank for my- 
self. 

“T say “The Prayer 
of Faith’ and I am grow- 
/ ing fast. No more cas- 
tor oil for me.” 


Don’t you want a bank in which to save your pennies? 
Fill out blank below: 


Unity SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY, 
Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 


Please give me your special prayers for increased prosperity, and | 
according to the plan, send a child’s Bank, in which I agree to save $1,° | 
the amount necessary to pay for sending Wee Wisdom to the following 
name. I will send you the subscription price within ten weeks after 
receipt of Bank. In this way I will save 10 cents a week. 
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leaves, with golden 
rain 
Sprinkles the ground, 
- On the path that leads to 
t the grove of trees 
Where nuts abound. 
wy The sumac bushes are 
dressed in red. 
Down in the field, where 
the corn is dead, 
Pumpkins are found. 
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MORNING 


Truth within 
Helps me say 

Just the right 

Words today. 


NIGHT 


Christ within 
Helps me know 
Pleasant ways 


I should go. 


Good within 
Helps me do 

Loving deeds, 

Kind and true. 
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